HOW   ODD   OF   GOD

not accept the things I said, I am going to make myself crystal
clear this time.

One British newspaper and two American ones spoke reproach-
fully of my anti-Semitism. If you discuss this question at all the
welkin immediately rings with the yelping of 'Anti-Semite', often
from people who have nothing more than a languid indifference
about it, but like using phrases of this sort because Englishmen
always play cricket, don't you know, and hang it, play the game,
sir.

I had a letter from a reader in Palestine who said, 'You have
written a good book, save for your appallingly ignorant and callous
attitude towards the Jews'. This did not convince me, because
many people said similar things about Insanity Fair. The Com-
munists thought it was good save for the part about Soviet Russia,
the Fascists liked it apart from its references to Germany and Italy,
the Old School Tie Brigade thought it would have been a good
book but for its allusions to the public school system in England,
and these, as the literary critic of a journal mainly devoted to
pushing the sale of women's underclothes wrote, indicated *a
regrettable tendency towards Left ideas'. The close connection
between the manufacture and sale of camisoles and true-blue,
die-in-the-last-ditch, backs-up and chins-to-the-wall, down-with-
the-Reds, up-with-the-good-old-flag-Blimpery is a thing I shall
investigate one day.

I had two letters which made me think, long and carefully,
which made me take out my knowledge and feelings and con-
victions about the Jews, put them under the microscope, scrutinize
them meticulously for the microbes of prejudice or ignorance.
After that long examination I was satisfied. I decided to take
these letters as my text when I came to write again about the Jews.

The first was from a young American Jew, an earnest request
for information. He had read Insanity Fair twice, with great
interest, he said, and it had left his mind simmering with questions
about the Jews, to which he could not find the answer himself so
that, rather pathetically, he wanted it from me. What did I really
think about them? I seemed to think their troubles to some extent

231